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1 H E Jullowing Poem zs 


Sg only a Trial of Skill, 


HQ in Imitation of Mr. 
HEZHESSH Arwartr's Pia Deſi- 
deria, on a Subject the 
znoſt Beloved of any, by the Muſes. 

If it flows in the ſoft and natural 
Strains of the Original, and deviates 
rom the beaten Track into any Sort of 
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new and agreeable Ideas, to ſuch 
as delight in Serious and Divine 
1 Poetry, 


The PREFACE. 


Poetry, I Hall have my Aim, al 
' may ow age my Mule, to ſome great-" 


\£F 


er Lengths of this Nature. If not, 


and adorn a Province, which in ) 


| humble Opinion, 75 N 0 F the | g 


uſes 


High- born Celeſtial 
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TI ſhall here give a ſeaſonable Check" 
to her Preſumption, aud reſign my 
Pretenfions to Perſons of a more happy | 
Genins and able Capacity, to Auſtrate 
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mild than they. 


Courſe away 
From *Br#tiſh Men, to Brutes more 


* STE, O my Soul, and wing thy 


Aa a hee. 
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Come, my Beloved, let us go forth 


the Field, let us lodge in the Vil- 


lages. 
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| IV 
Ye tender Lambs, which feed in Paſtures green | 


In you my Saviour's Innocence is ſeen. a 
| 
Ye murm'ring Doves, which coo and bill by turns} 


At 


In you Love's gentle Fire for ever burns. 


Ye Beaſts of Prey, by Gratitude made tame, 


Are all your Maker's Praiſe, of Mex the Shame! 


Le 
| In 
Fly then, my Soul, (where Birds and Beafts reſide . 
c 
To thoſe bleft Shades, where Truth and Peace abide 
dn 
Where Nature ſmiles, and kindly gives a Birth 
ry VS Le 
To all the charming Beauties of the Earth. 
Jo 


Come then, #y Love, my Life, let's take our Fill 


Of Nature's Charms in ſome ſweet Country Vill. £ 


(a 


There flow'ry Walks ſhall gladly kiſs your Feet 5 
r 


And lead them weary to ſome ſoft Retreat. 


Whe 


The Country LIFE, c. 3 


When faint or hot a gentle Breeze ſhall cool: 
n. 3 : 

When thirſty grown, a limpid Stream, or Pool 
Shall quench your Drought : Poppies,if ſick,in Sleep, 


rns! 
As infant Slumbers ſweet your Pain ſhall ſteep. 


Let Honours Feather airy Courtiers pleaſe ; 
Let Miſers hunt for Gold thro' Earth and Seas; 


5 In Floods of Drink let Others ſeek for Eaſe: 
ide 


ide 
Snore all the Day, and revel all the Night. 


ILet the proud Cit in ſtately Domes delight, 


Let us, my Soul, my Love, my Life, my Dear, 


Joys more refin'd and heavenly look for there. 


ill 


There warbling Birds ſhall ſooth your tuneful Ears 
k 


With Songs as ſweet as Muſick of the Spheres. 
Gay Sights, and painted Landskips ſhall ariſe 


cet 
""JFrom ev'ry Hill and Dale to bleſs your Eyes. 


he 


B 2 Delicious 
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Delicious Scents from every Herb that grows; 


& 
And ev'ry Tree that blooms, and Flow'r that blows, 0 


In rich Perfumes ſhall gratify your Noſe. 

Fruits of all Sorts ſhall court your Hand to pull, 
And fil your Mouth with goodly Trices full. 
Your Senſes there with various Objects bleſt, 


Shall all be treated at Dame Nature's Feaſt. 


But what is this to that more ſolid BJ. 


Which there, my Fair one thou can'ſt never miſs? | 


4 


Thy nobler Flame, thy heaven- born Spirit there, 


More like thy Maker's Image ſhall appear. 


There undiſturb'd thy Thoughts ſhall grow 


more bright, / 
Thy tow'ring Mz/e ſhall take a loftier Flight, 


And all thy Studies meet with freſh Delight. 


When each created Sz{/7azce that you find, | 
New Scenes of Thought ſhall open to the Mind ; 
With 


And the ſame Wood ſuch various Textures bind. 
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With Pleaſure inexpreſſible to know 


5 


The Reaſons why and how all things do grow, 


How the ſame Matter diff' rent Forms aſſumes, 


And how thoſe Forms are wove in diff'rent Looms; 


| How Earth to Earth, and Clogs to Clods combin'd, 


And Particles of Stone to Stones are join'd ; 


| Why Trees ſome hard and dry as Flints, and ſome 


Vith 


5 Porous as Sives, emit a balmy Gum. 
Why Vizes, if prickt, like human Arteries bleed; 
! AndOakes in Miniature, are found in Seed. 


| Why the ſame Light, reflected diff'rent Ways, 


In Colours ſo profuſe the Limuer plays. 
Why Gras is green, and Flow'rs of Endive blue; 
Why Saffron yellow, Beetes of ſcarlet hue : 
Why Lillies white, and Violets purple take, 
And Roſes, why a bluſhing Beauty make, 
Why 
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Why in the vegetable kind abound 


Such various Salts and Spirits as are found. 


What Hater is, and how its liquid Frame 
Reflets Things back like Glaſs,and whence it came. | 
How Fiſhes, without Lungs or Air content, 


Live in that ſoft Chryſtalline Element. 


How ſofter Air, as BoxLE obſerves, is full 
Of ſpringy Particles, like Locks of Wooll ; 
Which raref)*d, as Lightning ſwift invades 


The fineſt Pores and Texture e'en of Shades; 


- c 


But if condens'd, ſuch Force elaſticꝶ takes, 


As ſtrongeſt Pow'rs, like Guns exploded, ſhaxes. 
| 11 
P I 1 

If Things, my Love, yet deeper thou would'ſt 
know, | 


And ſearch the Bowels of the Earth below. 
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| There glitt'ring Oar of Gold and Silver Mines, 


And Minerals, and Earths, of various kinds; 


| There Shells as old as Noan's Flood, and Bones 


Ok Animals, and Foſſils ſtrange, and Stones 


Of precious Make, and ſubterra neous Seas 


e. ; 


Of Fire and Mater ſtrangely mixt ſhall pleaſe. 


n POE a 2 . 
e 


Why ſome are fixt, and ſome are Planets tell, 


t And who are thoſe that in ſuch Splendor dwell. 


If Things above more than below delight, 
Then to the Heavenly Regions take thy Flight: 
View the bright Stars, how in their Orbs they ſhine, 


And Angel-like their glorious Make divine. 


| How thro' the Rodiack, Gyant-like, the Sun 


| His all-enlivening Courſe is glad to run. 


ft 


| What Fuel ris which feeds that Sea of Fire, 


And in that Sea what Salamanders dire, 


And 
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And Monſters of Iafernal kind are bred: | 
How Flames on them, and they on Flames are fed. 
Thence to the Moon, that next great Lig ry f 
That Silver Lamp, and Chry/ta! of the Sñy, . 

On winged Thoughts with Learned W1Lxrxsfly. L 
The Wonders of that unknown Horld explore, 1 
And ſee with him Things iz the dark before. 
. 


How Mountains there, as here on Earth are found, : 


Vaſt Tracts of Land, Corn Fields, and Meadow I 


Ground, : | 


With living Forms of ev'ry Kind that walks, 


Or creeps, or ſwims, or ſweetly ſings, or talks. 


How we to them, as they to us at Night, 


A Creſcent, and a waneing Moon give Light. 


How from the ſtrong Impulſe of that high Pow : | 
The Sea, or ebbs or flows each circiing Hour. 


How 
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„How the fam d Number which we Golden cal, 


Comes from the Motion of this Silver Ball. 


S 


W : 
r 


Mlłiͤllions of fuch xai Thoughts, my deareſt lac, 


The ſtill ſweet Country Climate will infuſe. 


See! how with City Smoak the Negro Sky 


Hangs all polluted with a tawny Die : 


15. 
" Iwhilſt far away, ſee! yonder painted Cloud, 
l Like ſome fair Si with lively Colours proud, 


Kalutes the Eye wich bright Carmine and *Biſs, 


nd /ilent calls you to the Country Bliſs. 


Oh leave the Tou with all its empty Toys, 


And let us there, my Love, begin our Joys! 
Ms 


el. 


© There 
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There better Health, in finer Air ſhall give 


You ſtronger Thong te, and make them ever live. 


There in „ill Life, beneath the painted Roof A 
Of Heav'ns high vaulted Canopy aloof; 
A Tubile of Reſt thou may*ſt begin; 
Live to thy God, and die to Care and Sin. Li 
Such was the bleſt Abode, the happy Clime, | = 


Where our e Parents ſweetly ſpent their Time N 


In mutual Love and Innocence among Br 
The ſhady Bow'rs and Trees, and flow'ry Throngf 1 
Of Eden's Paradice, before they fell, þ i 


And turn'd their Earthly Heaven into Hell. f 
. 


Thither again, my Soul, if thou wouldſt know 10 
What Innocence and Love is, thou muſt go. 552 


i 
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NJ 
C. 
La 


And there, if thou would'ſ turn that Hell again 


Into an Heaven on Earth, thou muſt remain. 
J 

For where, O Goddeſs of the flow'ry Rind! 
Where but in thy ſoft Boſom ſhall we find, 

t 


7e. 
A laſting P/ea/are with Contentment join'd ? 


a The guilded Trappings of the Courtiers Train, 
Like pleaſing Viſions of a Sick Man's Brain, 
Amuſe awhile, but in the End are Vain. 
10 Ko ſolid Peace deceitful Honour brings, 
But Cares are thickeſt in the Crowns of Rings. 
4 * have Wings, and often fly away; 
| ike Porcupines, are prickly if they ſtay. 
Society, as Muſick ſweet, deſign'd 
. o chime in Coxſort with each other's Mind, 
Pal to Diſcord turn d. The greater Crowd 
ith greater Noiſe and Quarrels ſtill is loud: 


C 2 All 


An 
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All ſeek their owsz, and not their Neighbour's Good | 


A Friend indeed is of the Phrnix Brood. 


Thoſe Godlike Virtues, Juſtice, Goodneſs, Love, 


Which ſhould allie us to the Bleſt above, 
Are turn'd to Hatred, Avarice, and Fraud, 
As a chaſt Nun is often to a Bawd. 

The greedy Va/tar tears the greedy Kite, 
The Kites again the tender Poultry ſmite: 
So Men a Prey to one another fall, 


The Sons of Apau Canibals are all. 


Religion, ever in itſelf the ſame, 
Bright as the S Regions whence it came, 
Is now a Weather-cock, an empty Name. 
Whilſt wiſe Diſcourſe, and ſolid maſly Senſe, 


Is turn'd to Froth, and bold Impertinence. 


* 
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* 
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Thus Rooks and Crows in Cedars build their Neſt, 
| Whilſt harmleſs Doves, like Howlets are oppreſt. 


So Party Crimes for virtuous Deeds prevail; 


_ | He beſt defends the Church, who beſt can rail. 


Since all Things thus, like Images which paſs 


Within the Verges of a concave Glaſs, 


Are ſet upon their Heads, let us, my Dear, 

Act the Reverſe of Mortals too, and ſteer 

Our Courſe away from this vain wretched World, 
Where all Things are in ſuch Confuſion hurl'd. 
Where full plum'd V ice triumphant walks the Streets, 
And brow-beat Virtue ſzeaks to all ſhe meets. 
Where Whigg and Tory Principles refin'd, 

For Goſpel Truths, as Braſs for Gold, are coin'd. 


Come, come, dear Peace, Religion, Learning all 
Loudly upon you for Retirement call. 
A 


14 The CounTey LIFE, c. 


A long Adieu bid to the noiſy Town, ; B 


And let us to the Villages go down ; 


Where ſilent Life ſhall ſmoothly ſlide along 
Unknown to any of that 32 Throng. 


Chuſe a good Soil where Silver Carrents flow, | 1 
And hanging Groves along their Chanels grow. | I 
Where noxious Steams bright Pyœbus n'ere exhales; | | ] 
| But rich Perfumes hang on the hir Gales. | F 
| Where honeſt Country-mer, with Plows and Spades, F ; 
N Turn up the mellow Ground in fatning Glades, ö 
Mich thouſands, and ten thouſand fold will bring N 


Into the Farmer's Barns, and make him fing. : 
Poſſeſt of ſuch a ſoft Receſs, no more, 
Vain Fool! Admire the Great One's workdly ſtore ; 


Nor long for Onions of th Eg yptian Shore: 


But 
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4 But as the Hart deſires the Water-Brooks, 


| So dedicate thy ſelf to God, and Books. 
| Viſit the Poor Man in his humble Cell; 


| For eAxgels often there delight to dwell. 


” 
1 
* 


2 


More than good Senſe, and Thoughts refin'd: yet ſome 


Ihe Beauty of the Soul in low Degree. 

; Love Arts and Learning, and are deeply {mit 
With the ſtrong Lines of a chaſt Muſe's Wit: 
Their Earthly Treaſares can deſpiſe for thoſe 


Thy Saviour's Court was of the Fiſher's Train; 
The Patriarchs all were humble Men, and plain. 


Diſdain not then the pooreſt Cottages ; ) 
i 


| But wealthy Boors, and Rake-hells ſhun for theſe, 
Lies, Nonſenſe, Oaths, much Drizk, and Slander 


pleaſe, 


'Tis true, tho? Rich deſerve a better Doom; 


Know how to value Merit, and can ſee 


Oo? 


Which the good Man by Faith at Diſtance knows: 


Chuſe 
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Chuſe ſuch as theſe (if ſuch are to be found) 


If not, let Books, inſtead of Friends, abound. 


When the zeſt Thoughts of the beſt Men, in white 
And black, like Stars in Darkneſs bright, 
Shine thro? the Caſements of thy Soul, what Friend, 
Can fo much Light, and real eAſſiſtance lend? 


When PruraRxch, Tur Lx, PLaTo, with the reſt 


Of thoſe immortal Heroes, are thy Gueſt : 


When thy preſt Stad) groans beneath the Weight 


Of able Privy Counſellors in State; If 
Phyſicians, Lawyers, Nat'raliſts, Divines ; i 


What Company can charm like that of Learned Lines? H. 


Be ſuch Companions then, ſecure from Strife, ( 


1 The darling Fav'rites of thy a Life. In 


ite 


id 


2 


eſt 


gt 
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Poetick Raptures from the Muſes Hill; 


DxyDEN's immortal Verſe, or CowLEv's Quill, 


(our jaded Thoughts ſhall tane to Muſick's Lays, 


ind with alternate Pleaſure crown your Days. 


hilſt Limniug, Painting, or the Gard'ner's Skill, 


he looſer Intervals of Life ſhall fill. 


Haſte, then, my deareſt Soul, be like the Roe 


Ppon the Mountain Tops, thy Bliſs to know: 


Pift, as the failing Ship forſakes the Shore, 


Fly vicious Sodom, and look back no more. 


ke Moles in Dirt, leave Wor/dlings to the Town, | 


Country Garland is before a Crown. 


Oh Solitade! Oh bleſt Retirement! how 


| hall I raiſe Lawrels for thy Peaceful Brow ? 


D 


Muſe. 
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J 


Muſe ſtrive no more in vatz, but take thy Lyrjj ( 


And quickly to thoſe peaceful Shades retire : j 
Where, with a thouſand Beauties fir'd, thy Song 


Shall brighten, as thy Subject moves along. 


Great God , whoſe Image ſtampt on ev'ry Tree 

Or ſmaller Leaf, as in a Glaſs, we fee ; 
Grant the few Hours I have to ſpend below, 
May all in fome ſuch ſweet Retirement flow. 

T ask not to be Rich, Lone-livd, or Great; 
But give me only ſome ſmall Country Seat : 
Thy Goodneſs loud I'll zz, and all my Days, 
With holy David, meditate thy Praiſe ; 

Till like a Turtle from its Cage let fly, 
My long impriſon'd Sal ſhall mount the Sky ; 


And from beholding of Thee darkly here, 
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Thy Face #nveiPd ſhall ſee, in heavenly Bliſs ; 
Lyr4 Of which, my Choice, my Rural Paradiſe, 
Like Glaſs to Gems a feint Reſemblance is. 


ong 


Tres 


